Secret History

more strongly to the souls of common men.
No more, again, do our historians attempt to
visualise  the great  buildings  of  the  Middle
Ages, and what was behind them : they merely
say they are there and give the Midde Ages
one good mark for them.    Opinions such as
these Mr. Chesterton maintains with his usual
wit and his usual eloquence ;   his jokes are
seldom forced in this book, and in many places
he rises into noble passages of English prose.
He lets out with immense good humour and
effect at pedants of all sorts, especially anthro-
pologists and Teuto-mongers ;   and he gives
by  the way  character  sketches,  particularly
two of Sir Thomas More and Richard III.,
which are both brilliant and plausible.    And
he  drives home an  obvious  truth when he
accuses us of magnifying the defects of the
Middle  Ages  by   telescoping  our   chronicles.
Certainly if a man were to write in eight pages
a   history   of   the   last   century,   mentioning
principally the wars and the sweating, he could
make us out one of the basest generations on
record.    And that without falling back upon
the ugliness of our civilisation and that mental
plague,  which,  as  Mr,   Chesterton  observes,
has left us worshipping in children all that we
have crushed out in men.

The book is not a history. It is a historical
essay. It covers two thousand years in three
hundred pages, and the general propositions
leave little room for the facts which might
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